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THC nYSTCRY OF THE AUtRED BR^NDS" 




'-m^:^ 




(Tio-'/itwrtw.-..^ 



lawilss LNt (.» THE OEST, WHEK 

MtRt wasn't MyCH LAW ANC WHAT 

LITTLE IHtBt W»5 IN MOS" CftSES 

WftSMOCK JireilCE. RU\ BY UNSCRUP- 
ULOUS JUOCES AND OTHER LAWLESS 

PEOPLE THE VIGILANTES WAS AN' 

ORGANIZATION or THE FEAfiLESS PEACF 

LOVINO MtNOFTHE LAWLESS WEST 

WITH THE HOPES OF HAVING JUSTICE 
AND A PEACEFUL PLACE IN WHICH TO 
LtVE. -■ - 



TMCRE--- YOU SEE SHERIFF 

LIKE I TOLD YOU , - - - WC HAVE CAUGHT \\ 

THEM REDHAWOEO ,' TM ' & -v" ff * i? J 
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1 DON'T CARE, I KNOW THESE ARE li 
CATTLE--- AND THESE STEALING RATS ' 
HAVE CHANGED THE BHANDS ON 
THEM ' 




WELL, I'll take them i 

SUSPECION, we KNOW THERE 

HAS BEEN A LOT OF CATTLE 
STOLEN AND THE BRANDS 

ALTERED AN'l AIM TO 

FIND OUT HOW THEY ARE 
DDfNO IT' 




AND THE SHERIFF DID BRING THE TWO MEN INTO TOWN 

\L BUT THE JUDGE. AN' JNCRUP- 

OUS JUKE BY T>4e NAME DF"FfiT BARTON" DEMANDS 
THATTHET BE TRIED AT ONCE ---AND BRINSS 

HIS 8ARR0OM COURT TO ORDER ,-•- AGAINST THE 

PROTEST OF SHERIFF SAM LONG 



ISS NOT A FAIR TRIAL. 
THERE SHOULD BE A 
JURY OFCITIZENS TO 
DECIDE IF THESE MEN 
ARE GUILTY OR NOT ; 



WANT YOU TO KNOW-THAT 

L RUN MY COURT THE WAY I 

4NT TO.'--- an' FURTHER 

MORE WE DON'T NEED NO JURY, 

MY JUDGEMENT IS GOOD ENOUGH 

FOR EVERYBODY/---ANSH 

Yoo haven't any real 

EVIDENCE. I PRONOUNCt-- 




--- THESE MEN ARE NOT 
GUILTY AN FURTHER MORE 
I'M TIRED OF YOU GOING 
AROUND AN ARRESTING 
INNOCENT CITIZENS 
HAND OVER THAT BADGE 
SAM LONG, I AM APPOIN' 





---AFTER THE SHERI 
FORCED TO TURN HIS BADGE OVER 
TO THE JUDGE, ---THE STEALING 
AND ALTERING OF BRANDS ON 
CATTLE INCREASED. ---AND WHEN 
EVER A CATTLE OWNER WOULD 

FIND OUT TOO MUCH THERE 

WAS JU3T ANOTHER CASE OF SELF- 
DEFENSE IN TrtE JUDGE'S COURT,. 
-- AND THE KILLERS WENT ' 
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■SO. THE PEOPLE WERE FOBCED TO TAKE TOC L«W IN THEIR 
OWN HANDS, TILL THET COU.D R)0 THEM9ELVE3 Of THIS 
INJUSTICE,— AN' SO AT A SECHET MEETING THE 
VWILANTESWAS ORGANIZED.' 



AND WHEN ONE OF US IS in TR0U9LE WE ALL 

HELP HIM, ---AN' TH' NEXT TIME WE CATCH UM' 
ALTERING BRANDS 0« OUR CATTLE, WE'LL FIND 

OUT HOW THEY HE DOING IT, AN ' I THINK 

-| WE CAN ALSO FIND OUT WKO TH ' MEAD OF 




— THEY 


DIDN'T HAVE TO ^ SAM, SAM, WE GOTTA GET \| 


WAIT LONG TO GET THEIR ■ THE VIGILANTES T09ETHER---li 


CHANCE 


--- TME NEXT DAY .' m THEM RATS ARE AT IT AGAIN, 1 










L^i-l AND HEAD OF OUR -L/J 
i^^^^fc^ CATTLE/ f—^^m 
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YOU CtRTY HATt ., 

HAVE 5T0LEM YOUR \ 

■^ LAST STEER/ ' 


( HAH, HAH, WHY DON'T YOU OUYS 6IVE 

V UP 7 TOUCAH'T PROVE ANYTHING ON 
( US. TAKE A LOOK THE BRANCS 

V ON THESE CATTLE, — - YOU WON'T , 
Ab^ FIND ANY OF YOUR »RAND« ON C 

^feWBK, THEM.' mX^A 
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' Of COURSE I 

NATS WVC CHANOCD TH' J 
BRANDS / 



THERE'S NO St6N OF A FIRE 
OR ANY BfUMDIN' IRONS 

ABOUND UN' HOW COULD 

we CHANOE BRANDS WITHOUT 
HCT BR4NDIN' IRONS. '■---HAH, 
HAH, ---NOW GET DOT OF 
H£RE BEFORE WE SHO^ 
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KIT CARSON'S 

INDIAN ADVENTURES 



Christopher Carson was born in Kentucky, 
but when he was scarcely a year old hia parents 
took him to Missouri, settling on the frontier 
of civilization. There yoiyig Kit (aa he was 
later called) passed his boyhood— close to the 
trails where he couid see the long trains t>i 
pack-mules go swinging by. 

In 1826, when Kit was seventeen, a man 
named Colonel St. Vrain decided to head an ex- 
pedition of twenty-six wagons and forty-two 
men, all trappers, to the far-off Rocky Moun- 
tains. Kit, young and small for his age, al- 
though inexperienced was permitted to join the 
expedition tecause of his reputation as an ex- 
pert marksman and » young man who feared 
nothing. 

For weeks the loaded wagons rumbled along 
the Trait, with no sign of Indians. Finally 
they came to the crossing of Walnut Creek 
which was a well known danger spot. The 
.campers selected this as a camping-piace and 
the caravan halted. They quickly unhitched the 
mules and oxen and soon prepared their «ven- 
, ing meal of buffalo tongue. All the men were 
talking and leisurely enjoying their food, when 
from the rear came a great commotion, 

"Indians!" shouted one of the men, leaping 
ll hia feet as six Pawnee Indians, mounted on 
swift ponies, rushed out of the tall grass, where 
they had been hiding. They rode wildly, yelling 
and swinging buffalo robes, in an attempt to 
stampede the mules. 

The men quitkly reached for their guns and 
a fusillade of shots rang out. The Pawnees 
heard the shots, whirled their ponies about, and 
disappeared into the hills. 

The following morning the trappers moved 
on— and tlie next evening their camping ground 
was at Pawnee Rock, known to be one of the 
most hazardous camping grounds on the trail. 

The men were expecting a surprise attack, so 
they arranged their wagons into a corral into 
which the animals could be driven. When it 
grew dark, sentinels were posted to give the 
alarm at the first- sight of a Pawnee Indian. 
Kit Carson was chosen to be one of the guards, 
and with tense excitement, he stood at his post. 

The forty-two tired men were sound asleep, 
their rifles beside them, when they heard a cry, 

^Indians!" 

The men leaped to their feet and reached for 
their guns as -.> rifle shot rang out. A moment 
later, Kit came rushing into the corral breath- 
less-"Indians!" he cried, "I killed one! 1 saw him 
fall!" 



BUrs shone brightly in the sky, although there 

was no moon that night-^but aihouettes 
could easily be seen in the distance. They waited 
breathlessly: but no Pawnees appeared. At last, 
exhausted, the men went back to sleep, certain 
that it had been a false alarm, although Kit 
insisted be had se«n an Indian and had killed 
hita. f 

Once more the sentinels took up their vigil. 
It was a long and weary night for young Car- 
son. Every rustle in the grass, every distant 
sound, every noise of a night insect seemed to 
young Kit to be a creeping Pawnee. 

At last daylight arrived and the men all ga- 
thered around to see Kit's dead Indian, 

There lying face down in the grass, was no 
black Pawnee Indian but Carson's mule, shot 
through the head. Kit was heart-broken at the 
loss, and also because he had frightened the 
men. He toid them how sorry he was. The men 
expressed their grief at the loss of Kit's mule 
as they hastened away to breakfast. 

While the trappers were eagerly engaged in 
eating their breakfast they heard an alarm, and 
before they could reach for their guns, a large 
band of Pawnee Indians were rushing upon 
them. The mules were quickly driven" into the 
corral and the men leaped to their feet to fire. 

The Pawnees raced by, pouring out a shower 
of arrows and gunshot, while their shrill and 
terrifying war-wnoops could be heard for miles. 
They wheeled their ponies and back they came, 
with another onslaught of arrows and bullets, 
swiftly escaping beyond the trappers' guns. 

For three days and three nights this brav» 
little 'band of white men kept fighting off the 
Pawnees. The mules were in torment from hun- 
ger and thirst, having been three days without 
water. 

St. Vrain ordered the trappers to hitch up and 
fight their way through. He said the darknes* 
would help them cross Pawnee Fork. The men 
did as they were told and reached the stream 
without losing a man or an animal. At the 
stream the mules became unmanageable and the 
wagons haJ no time to form a caravan. When 
they reached the other bank they found the 
Pawnee Indians lying in wait for them. 



Kit Carson and all the other men were moun- 
ted and followed their leader, dashing into the 
vei-y midst of the Pawnee Indians and firing 
as they advanced. The Pawnees, taken aback by 
this sudden display of courage, held a hasty 
pow-wow, fell back, and turned and fled over 
the prairie. The caravan, without any more 
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trouble, followed the winBTng trail along the 
Arkansas to Bent's Fort. 

Kit was engaged as hunter for Bent's Fort, 
and once he and six other men went out for a 
few days after buffalo. They had little luck and 
decided to return to the fort the following day. 
While lying in their camp not far from the 
trail, they were awakened by the cry of howling 
wolves in the distance, and their dogs began to 
bark and growl. They found two wolves sneak- 
ing about. They raised their guns, aimed to fire, 
when to their surprise one wolfskin fell off, and 
there was a Redskin Indian! 

"I had a sneaking idea that those wolves 

might be Indians! Let's tie them to this tree 
and hold them till morning!" 

After tying the Indiana they went back to 
their buffalo-robe beds, and feeling secure went 
to sleep. While they were sleeping a band of 
Sioux Indians crept up. The two "wolves" were 
scouts sent to learn the strength and size of 
camp, after they were captured they signalled 
to tneir band in their woif-calt, 

A fusillade of shots from the Sioux Indians 
woke the hunters. One of the hunters was killed 
with five shots in his body and eight in his 
buffalo robe. The five other men could easily. 
have been killed but for the quick-witted Kit, 
who fired shot after, shot into the body of the 
leader of the Sioux. Ten Sioux were killed 
and they ran off into the woods after their sur- 
prise attack. 

Another summer day Kit Carson and his 
friend Gabe Bridger set out for Green -River. 
They were eager to take part in those famous 
meetings they had heard so much about. 

They started out and soon met other trappers 
who worked for other companies, all dressed in 
their buckskins and coonskin caps. With some of 
them were their squaws they had acijuired as 
wives and a crowd of half-breed children. Some 
of the Indians who had horses or furs to trade 
or sell came flocking in. 

For weeks they sold their wares and spent 
thiir money to whoop it up, returning to the 
trail with pockets as empty as when they came 
but without their furs. The money belonged 
again to the company that had paid them. 

When the Rendezvous was over, Kit joined a 
band of fifty trappers bound for the country of 
the Blackfeet Indians. He and his men knew into 
what dangerous country they were entering but 
danger was the spice with which they salted 
their daily life. 

Kit and his friends Bill Williams led the way. 

Suddenly Kit drew up his horse, for there in 
the distance was a pack of Blackfeet Indiana— 
"Tigers of the Plains," cried Kit. 

"Men, hide yourselves behind those rocks!" 
called Kit. "Don't blow your ammunition away 
to no account. We haven't got moren* a doaeu 
rounds apiece. 

The Indians raised their rifles, and yelled 
like a horde of savages. They galloped through 
the camp, killing ten of the'trappers. Then they 
commenced an orderly retreat, keeping up a 



rain of arrows as they did so. It did not take 
the Indiatis long to figure out that Kit and his 
men were short of ammunition. They re-formed 
their lines and with hideous yells came helter 
skelter down the hiliside straight into the make* 
shift fortresi of the trappers, hell-bent ' for 
leather. 

The zing of arrows. . . the crack of toma- 
hawks on skulls. . , the. groans of humans in 
mortal combat. .'. it was a real fight and the 
first hand-to-hand fighting Kit had experienced. 

The Blackfeet would not give up. They came 
swooping down on Kit. and his men with war 
whoops. 

"Take extra careful aim with each shot," Kit 
cautioned, "we have to make every shot count." 
"What'll we do when that's all blazed away?" 
someone asked. "Give 'em Green River!" 
.Bridges bellowed and the rest of the men took 
up the cry. 

The Blackfeet kept up the attack. While some 
of them were firing on the trappers, the rest 
of the tribe set fire to the surrounding brush. 

"We're goners," cried Bill Williams. The 
smoke filled their lungs and made their eyes 
smart, they could hardly see as they coughed 
and choked, fighting for their very breath. 



"Stay where you are!" Carson's command 
rang out. The rolls of smoke were almost un- 
endurable. The flames were crackling slower 
now and Kit's men could feel the heat. But 
strangely enough it grew no hotter, 

"We've won men!" Kit's cry of triumph rang 
out. "The brush is too green to burn." 

The fire died out and the smoke cleared 
away as the men gratefully drew in gulps of 
fresh Brir, The Indiana seeing they were de- 
feated, grew tired of their futile battle and 
withdrew. 

Kit called his men together and said "The day 
of the Indian is about done. Indiana have to 
make way for civilization. And we are breaking 
the trails for that march right now." 

When John Charles Fremont was commis- 
sioned by the United States Government to char- 
ter the Oregon Trail through South Pass, he 
took Kit Carson along as guide. Together they 
explored a southerly route leading through 
California, hoping' that some day the United 
States would extend from ocean to ocean. 

His dreams came true. It's the vision and 
courage of men like Kit Carson who have 
helped unite our United States of America. To 
these brave men of battle go our everlasting 
thanks. 



DOXNA DAVIS 
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TH/5 r^THELA'^T- SPCT X 
SAW THE fS£C> S-KIN^ / 
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AMMUNmON / 
FOR PA'^T 
THINKING / 
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so FftUL LOOKED AROUND TILL HE FOUNDAGOOO SPOT 
AND STARTED DIGGING WITH HIS BIG SF»C€,MOVIN' • 
TONS AN ' TONS 0' DIRT BY TH ' MINUTE ,' 





WELL, ITS FINISHED, NOW I'VE 
GOT TO FIGURE OUT WHERE TO 
GET THE WATER TO FILL I 



WHEN RAUL HAD FINISHED HE 
HAD DUG ONE O' TH' BIGGEST 
AN' DEEPEST HOLES YOU 
EVER SAW, AN Th'DIRT 
FROM IT MADE MANY O' TH 
MOUNTAINS IN THE NORTH .' 
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IT WERE SO COLD THAT IT WOULD 
FREEZE YOUR BREATH SOLIDA--- 
RHUL LOOKED AROUND TILL HE 
FOUND A GIANT GLACIER f 
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— BtBE SWAM BEHIND, PUSHIN'THE VO 
GLACIER THROUGH THE VWTER / 



WHEN THEY REftCHED 
LAND, OL' RAUL AN' 
BABE PUSHED THAT 
BIO GLACIER INLAND 
TO WHERE F»UL HAD 
DOG TH'HOLE.' 
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HELP/HUH OOLLY/ 

WHAT UH NIGHTNWRE.THAT 
©O^-!,' BUSHEY AN THET 
. CUCUMBER SANDWICH .' ^ 








AS SHERIFF MA" DUTY IS 
TA CAPTURE HOOMAN 
BEANS NOT SPOOKS 
BUT WE HAS GOT TO 
DO SOMETHIN; BUSHEY 
YOU AN MOOSEHEAO 
COME INTO MAH 

OFFICE . 
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( ugh; WHAT UM SACK 
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HE'S BUSTED OUT A window/ UGH/ 

AN WENT IN TH ' BANK «^ BUSHEY 

L£T'S DON'T GET EXCITED/ WON'T. IF'lN _ 
BOYS LET'S KEEP OUR ^ YO DON'T , 
HEADS .' 
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MOOSEHEAO , GET TH ' SACK READY 1 
AN'WHEN HECOMES ■* 

THROUGH TH' 
WINDOW JERK IT 
OVER HIM / 




ITS IN TH' BAG / ) 
LET'S GRABUM' L_ 
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THE ACTION PACKED STORY OF 



I!(SIE®IE 
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WHO RUNS XHIS y 
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And to think they used ro call me 




Give Me 15 Minutes A Day 
And I'll Give You A New Body i§ 



PEOPLE used to laugh at my skinny, 97 lb. body. I was 
so embarrassed at my weakling build that I was 
ashamed to strip for sports or for a swim. Girls snickered 
and made fun of me behind my back- THfiN I discovered 
my marvelous new muscle-building system — "Dynamic 
Tension." And it turned me into such a complete specimen 
of MANHOOD that today I hold the title "THE 
WORLD'S MOST PERFECTLY DEVELOPED MAN." 

That's how I traded in my "bag of bones" for a barrel of 
muscle! And I felt so much better, so much on top of the 
world \n my big new, husky body, that I decided to devote 
my whole life to helping other fellows change themselves 
into "perfectly developed men." 

WHAT'S MY SECRET? 



When you look in the mirror and 
see a healthy, husky, strapping fel- 
lowTrfirnHg back at you-then you'll 
be astonished at how akorl a time it 
takes "Dynamic Tension" to GET 
RESULTS! 

"Dynamic Tension" is the easy, 
NATURAL method that you can 
practice in the privacy of your own 
room-JUST 15 MINUTES EACH 
DAY-whi!e your scrawny shoulder 
muscles begin to swell . . . those 
spindly arms and legs of yours bulge 
...and your whole body starts to 
feel "alive," full of zip and go! 



No "ifs," 



inds," 



laybes 



Just tell nie wAci-e'you want h'a'n'd- 
some, powerful muscles. Are you fat 
and (tabby? Or skinny and gawky? 
Are you short-winded, pepless? Do 



FREE BOOK 




you hold back and let others v 
off with the prettiest girls, best } 
jobs, etc.? Then write for my FREE 
Book about "Dynamic Tension" and 
learn how I can make you a healthy, 
confident, powerful HE-MAN. 

Thousands of other fellows are 
becoming marvelous physical speci- 
mens-my way. I give you no gad- 
gets or contraptions to fool with. 
When you have learned to develop 
your strength through "Dynamic 
Tension," you can laugh at artificial 
muscle-makers. You simply utilize 
Ihe dormant muscle-power in your 
own body -watch it increase and 
multiply into 

real, solid LIVE f— — — — — 
MU.SCLE, I CHARLES ATLAS. D«pt. I« P, 

I lis Casi 23nl Strut, NawYartc 1 
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